ON     THE     OCEAN    WAVE

had lifebelts on, and he thought he had better go down
to his cabin to fetch his. As he went towards the
hatchway, a sailor took him by the arm and said,
" Beg pardon, sir, only women allowed on this deck."

" Sorry," he answered, " very sorry, I'm sure,"
feeling as though he had entered a ladies' compart-
ment by mistake. " I'm just going below."

Then he remembered the joking cries of " Women
and children first! Throw them all overboard to
save the ship ! " whenever the wash of a passing
steamer made waves at happy old picnics on the river.
His heart sank.

Pushing on down what he called the staircase
through a confused half-dressed and questioning
crowd of ladies, he met his steward in the gangway,
and boldly asked him why a boat was being lowered.

" Merely as a precautionary measure, sir," the
steward answered, as one accustomed to the conversa-
tion of the best circles ; " slight abrasure reported on
the vessel's external plates, sir," and the steward
hurried into the cabin with hot water for the passenger
who had the berth above Mr. Jones.

He was a gentleman whom Mr. Jones disliked for
his foreign ways, but honoured for his reputed wealth.
He had gone to bed early, but was now putting on his
evening clothes again and preparing to shave.

" I should wait till morning, if I were you," said
Mr. Jones, whom the steward's comfortable words had
rendered genial.

" If I go die, I go die like English gentleman/' said
the foreigner with his irritating accent, and when the
steward had laid out his black tie and mokere again,
he gave him a sovereign as a tip. " In case I not see
you on landing. Good man you. Verr' good man/*
he added.
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